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He clapped his hands sharply, but no one responded to
the summons, and he called out several times: "Ya
Mechmed!" Finally a Dervish appeared at the doorway,
touching hand to forehead.

"What brethren are in melboos?"

tThe man reflected, and replied slowly with four names.
Nur-Adesh was one, and I think Fahim, with two other
names which I cannot recollect.

The sheik seemed slightly chagrined. He said, with
the curious matter-of-factness that so often surprised me
among Oriental mystics: "Four. I did not know there
were so many. It is regrettable, since there will be four
less for the ceremony tonight/'

We traversed a bare corridor, mounted a short flight
of steps, passed several closed doors in a second corridor,
and came to one which the sheik opened.

On the stone floor, in the center of a drab cell, whose
only furniture was a worn pallet, a man sat hunched like
an Aztec mummy. A broad leather strap, blackened and
greasy, was fastened tightly round his body and across
his back just beneath the arm-pits, then crossed again
over the base of his neck and buckled under his drawn-up
knees, so that his head was held down between them. His
arms hung free and limp. He was naked to the waist,
barefooted, with only a ragged pair of baggy drawers.
He was motionless, except for his slow, steady breathing,
and seemed unconscious. The Rufai sheik told us that
he had fastened himself in this position and would remain
so for a day and a night, perhaps even a little longer,
when he would return to a normal state of consciousness
and probably release himself, but if he were too numb or
exhausted he would call out, and one of his brothers